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INTRODUCTION. 


Rom the Favourable Reception our Afercurtes have met with, both 
in Town and Country, we may conclude they pleafe, and muft 
afcribe the Honour of it to thofe Gentlemen who have oblig’d us 
with their Poems. There have however been one or two Obje- 
étions made toit, which we think neceffary to fay fomething to, 

tho there is no need of anfwering them: The Objectors themfelves having 
fav’d us that Trouble. Some tell us, there are not Verfes enough; and 
Others, that there are too many. Some wou'd have more Profe, and others 
lefs. When thefe Gentlemen agree that Matter among themfelves, we 
will do our utmoft to oblige them. Foras tothofe that woud have more 
Profe, we affure them, ‘tis not for want of good things of that kind that 
we have put info many Ver fes, but to give the Preference to thofe Pieces 
which in our Opinion deferv’d jt. And as to thofe who think we have not 
' giventhem Poefy enough, we defire they will be at the Trouble to look 
over our Collections, and they willfind, we have notjat all been fparing of 

our 
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our Verfes, neither in the Quantity nor Quality of them. However, to. 
fhew that we have it both inour Power and our Will to content them, we 
have refolv’d to fill this Mercury with Verfes only, and fhall endeavour to 
fatisfie fuch as are for Profeinournext. Wedefirealfo that ihe Reader 
will remember our Vitle, which {peaks our Defign. The Adufes Mercury 
fhou’d produce nothing that has not. relation to the Mufes; by whichwe 
underftand Polite Learning, and every thing that relates to Poefy and Elo- 


- .quence. As to Philofopbical, Mathematical, Phyftcal, and other fuch moft 





‘Meritorious Pieces, the Tyanfations which are publifh’d ‘by the Royal So- 
ciety, are enough to fatisfie thofe whofe Heads runupon fach things. For 
our part we declare, that ‘notwithftanding the Reflections on Monfieur 
De la Motte’s New Herefy in Poefy in our laft Mercury, the main De- 
fign of this Undertaking is to pleafe, and we donot take any of thofe ab- 
ftrufe Differtations to be fo ready a way todo it, as what relates to the Stu- 
dies of Humanity : Of which kind, if any Perfon will fend us any Pieces in 
Profeor Verfe, whichare proper to be communicated to the Publick, they 


fhall be incerted. 





On the Death of a Lady’s Dog. 
By the Earl of Rofcommon. 


Hou, Happy Creature, art fecure 
From all the Troubles we endure : 

Defpair, Ambition, Fealouly, 
Loft Friends, nor Love difquiet Thee. 
A fullen Prudence drew thee hence, 
From Noife, Fraud, and Impertinence, 
Tho Life effay’d the fureft Wile, 
Gilding it felf with Laura’s Smile : 
How didst thou {corn Life’s meaner Charms, 
Thou who coud st break through Laura’s Arms: 
Poor Cynnick! Still methinks I hear 


Thy awful Murmurs in my Ear ; 
As 
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As when on Laura’s Lap you lay, 
Chiding the worthle/s Croud away, 
How fondly humane Paffions turn, 
What then we envy’d now we mourn, 





%HE following Prologue was fpoken by Mr. Powell, who at that time 
had the Misfortune to lie under my Lord Chamberlain’s Difpleafure 
for other things. And my Lord not having then declar’d that Mr. Powell 
might return to the Stage, the Houfe was fufpended, which gaverife toa 
Report, that it was for fome Offence taken at the Prologue: Whereas no- 
thing cou’d be better receiv’d than thiswas by the Audience. Indeed the 
Character of the worthy Author is fuch, that none who are acquainted with 
it can believe he cou'd offend, when he endeavour’d to pleafe. And to 
fhew that this Report was groundlefs, he no fooner {poke to my Lord 
Chamberlain in behalf of the Houfe, but the Sufpenfion was taken off. 
There have been fome very delicate Perfons, who are mighty fcrupulous 
of Flattery, when itdoes not concern themfelves, that objected againft 
this Prologue at the fpeaking of it, as if the Complement was too grofs, 
Tho here’s no Perfon nam’d, and him whom we imagin it was delign’d for 
is too great to have any thing too grofs faid of him: His A@ions being fo 
glorious, that whoever attempts to praife them, will find he wants Words 
rather than abounds. For whatever is faid here of the God of War, is 
immediately apply’d by the Audience to the Duke of Aarlborough: And 
whatever is faid of theGraces, is apply’d to the Ladies of that Family, of 
whofe Beauty there can be as little {aid too much, as of my Lord’s Glory. 


PROLOGUE to Rofamond. 


Spoken by Mars. 
— By WoW. Eig, | 


Loy’d with Succeffes, and releas’d from Care, 
Mars humbly now pays Homage to the Fatr: 
Tir’d with Command, with Pride he here obeys ; 
And at your Feet his facred Lawrel lays. 


H 2 The 
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The Vittor, vanquifb’d by your conquering Eyes, 
If you but frown, in midft of Triumph dies. 
For what avail the Glories of the Field, 
What Foys can Blenheim, or Ramillia yield ; 
What Bruflels, Ghent, avd every Hoftile Town, 
Or by his Fame, or by hisValour won, 
If the coy Nymph, unmov'd by all his Pain, 
Damp his warm Onjets with her cold Difdain? 
At Intervals of War, in thefe fair Bow’rs, 
Vittorious Henry paft his fofteft Hours : 
Here he retir’d with Rofamond the Fair, 
Who footh’d her Hero, tir’d with Toils of War. 
Tho Vertue now thefe * ftatelier Manfions grace, 
Valour and Beauty fiill (ball rule this Place. 
In that high Palace Mars. fball keep his Court ; 
To thefe cool Shades, the Graces {ball refort ; 
Each by their Luftre {hall the World furprize, 
The Greateft Hero, and the brighteft Eyes. 


* This refers to the Scene of Blenbeim-Caffle in this Opera. 


——— 





HE two following Poems, particularly that of Prifca’s Advice to 
| Novinda, will no doubt be very acceptable to the Readers, and efpe- 
cially to the Ladies. The Author, whofe Meritis very well known, feems 
toimitate Mr. Waller’s manner bothin the Numbers and the Turn, and we 
think has done it fuccefsfully. We know there are fome Perfons fo very 
nice, and fo fond-of Novelties, that even Mr. Waller grows old to them; 
but we are afraid thofe Gentlemen will find their own Works have the Fate 
of Old Age much fooner than Mr. Waller’s ; whofe Elegance and Harmony 
will always be a Pattern to {uch as write of Love and Gallantry in Englihh. 


Occafion’d upon Sight of Mrs. N----n. 


WS this the wondrous matchlefs Fair, 
BR Whofe new-difcover’d Charms con|pire. _.” 
"Fo fill each Nymph with jealous Care, , 


And ev'ry Swain with am’rous Fire ! 
ee Is 
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Is this the Toaft of High Renown, 
Whofe Name's the Bufine/s of the Glafs, 
That makes infipid Wine go down, 
And lazy Hours with Rapture pafs! 
Strange that fo great her Pow’rs appear ! 
Are Radiant Eyes,. and Rofy Bloom, 
Things worth Surprize in Britain’s Sphere, 
Where almoft the whole Sex oercome ! 
What Throngs furround this Piece Divine, 
And catch a Glance with greedy Aim, 
While brighter Dames uncrowded fhine, 
Only becaule more known to Fame ! 
Thus a {mall Spangle of the Sky, 
When firft difclos’d to mortal Sight, 
Attratts far more the wondring Eye, 
Than Sol’s or Cynthia’s zobler. Light... 
Look round the Play-houfe, Court or Park, 
Tou'll find a Thoufand formd for Love, 
But, wanting pow rful Ritcats mark, 


Ev'n Beauty muft not current prove.. 






































Prifca’s Advice ta Novinda: 


By the fame Hand. 


“EP Raft not falle Man, th experienc’d Pritca cries, 
I hink on my Fate, and Oh! be timely wife ; 

Bright as you are, I {bin’d with equal Rays, 

And ev'ry Tongue feem'd bufiein my Praife ; 

Vaffals in Crowds attended where I came, 

Swore Chains and Darts, and talk’d me into Fame 


Too much I liftned, and my Sex confeft, 
Proud to be feen, and pleas’d to be addrefi. 


ibe 
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The things grew vain, and leffen’d their Refpeét, 
Frequent Appearance ends in cold Neglect. 
Early, yet late, I find this dear-bought Truth, 
Wither in Blof[om, and decay in Youth; 

My Prefence now at beft but Pity draws, 

And Men already point and fay, --- She was. 
Let this Example teach you to beware, 

Too well I prove, *tis dang’rous to be fair; 
Short are he Triumphs of the Face alone, 
Where Conduct fails, how tott’ring is the Throne ? 
Shun many Opportunities of View, 

And fmile not on each Fop that flatters you. 
Look without Art, nor labour to enflave ; 

In this the Beauteous differ from the Brave; 
Pow'r, when we follom, like a Shadow, flies ; 
But they by firm purfuing gain the Prize. 





te ieanalinet inl 


—_—_ 


the Author of the following Verfes, ’twou’d be an unqueftionable Proof 

their being genuine. For they are all writ with her own Hand in 
a Perfon’s Book who was very much her Friend; and from thence are 
now tranfcrib’d for the Mercury. There are Fifteen or Sixteen Copies 
of Verfes more, which will in due time be printed in this Collection, 
There’s no Man who knows any thing of Mrs, Bebn’s way of Writing, 
but will prefently fee, that this Poem was written by her felf 5 and the 
reft are of the fame Character. 


l it were proper to make publick what we have learnt of the Story of 
O 


Tit 
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The Difoblig’d Love. 


By Mrs A. Bebn. 
E. 


Ake Haft, Make Haft, my miferable Soul, 
To fome unknown and folitary Grove, 


Where nothing may thy Languifhments controul, 
Where thou mayft never hear the Name of Love ; 

Where unconfin’d, and free as whifp’ring Air, 

Thou mayft carefs and welcome thy Defpair. 


iI. 


Where no diffembled Complaifance may vail 
The Griefs wherewith, my Soul, thou art opprefs'd, 
But dying breathe thy felf out in aTale, 
Which may di{clofe the Caufe of thy Unreft : 
The Toils of Death twill render far more light,. 
And foon convey thee to the Shades of Night. 


Ill. 








Search then, my Soul, fome unfrequented Place, 
Some Place which Nature meant her own Repofe, 

When fhe her felf withdrew from human Race, 
Difpleas’d with wanton Shepherds Vows and Oaths ; 

Where Sol cow’d never dart a bujy Ray, 

And where the ruder Winds ne’er met to play. 


ly, 
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IV. 


There, There, my Soul, by fome ftill Rivulet, 
O’er which the bending Yew and Willow crow, 
Which fcarce the Glhimm’rings of the Day permit 
To view the folitary Banks below ; 
Where dwells no Noife but what the Murmurs make, 
When the unwilling Streams the Shades forfake. 


Vv. 


‘There on a Bed of Mofs and new-faln Leaves, 
Which the triumphant Boughs once proudly wore, 

But now throws off by ev'ry Wind that breaths, 
Defpis'd by what they did adorn before ; 

And who, like ufelefs me, neglected lie, 

While fpringing Beauties do the Boughs /upply. 


VI. 


‘There lay thee down, my Soul, and breath thy laft, 
And calmly to the unknown Regions fly, 
But eer thou doft thy Stock of Life exhauft, 
Let the Ingrate know how and why you die , 
Perhaps the gentle Winds may deign to bear 
The dying Accents to Aminta’s Ear. 


VII. 


Firft breath thy Pajfion, tell him of his Pow’r, 
Say how thy Flame was once by him approv'd, 

How, foon as wifb’d, he was thy Conqueror, 
No fooner {poke of Love, but was belov'd ; 

His wondrous Eyes no Oppofition found , 

For ev'ry dang’rous Smile begot a Wound. 


Vill 
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VIIl. 
Here thou doft grow impatient to be gone, 
And through my weeping Eyes would’ ft filent pafi, 
{nto the Stream that gently glides along, 
But flay my hafty Soul; Alas! Alas! 
A Thought more cruel will thy Flight fecure, 
Thoughts that will no Admittance give to Cure. 


iX. 
Think how the proftrate Infidel now lies, 
An humble Suppliant at another's Feet : 
Think while he begs for Pity from her Eyes, 
He facrifices thee without Regret. 
Then think how ill he treated thee laft Night, 
And in that Sigh, my Soul, affame thy Flight. 

















In Imitation of an Ode of Horace to Barine 


I. 
H'! that I cow’d one Blemifh find, 
To moderate my Pain, 
On that alone Pd fix my Mind, 
And you foowd Charm in vain. 


iI. 
I ran thy Face and Body o’er, 
Bat thou art lovely there, 
Thy Speech, thy Mind, I did explore, 
Thou’rt lovely evry where. 


{ Throug h 
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OTL. 
Through all Mankind you [pread Defires, 
Old Age no Freedom knows ; 
And as each Youth to Man afpires, 
Your Empire larger grows. 


IV. 
But all that’s Female you muft {hun, 
(Their Envy fooths your Pride) 
You rob the Mother of her Son, 
And of Her Spoufe the Bride. 








To Clarinda, zu the Country. 
By Sir W. M. Baronet. 


Aft, lovely Charmer! and our Foy reftore, 
Nor let your Slaves in vain your Lofs deplore. 
As yet the Winter-Winds feverely blow, 
Nor Primrofe, nor the Purple V2’ let grow. 
As yet the Sun emits a feeble Light, 
And half the Infant-Year as yet is Night. 
But where you come, your Beauties gild your way, 
Night flies you, and thereneeds no other Day. 
The Vernal Flow’rs erect their trembling Heads, 
Miftake the Seafon, and forfake -their Beds. 
The Birds to welcome you, already fing, 
And your bright Eyes precipitate the Spring. 
For when you leave "em, totheir Nefts they'll fly, 
The Blooming Flow’rs will foon Abortive dte, ¢ 
And Nature for your abfent Glories, figh. : 
Thus, as young Plants lament the Clouded Day, 
And languifb for a warm enliv’ning Ray: 
S6 
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So your fond Lovers in your Abfence pine, 
And none with fuch impatient Grief as mine. 
Haft, fair Clarinda! to my longing Eyes, 
My Sufferings pity, and reward my Sighs. 
Receive my Vows, and in Return approve 

So early and fo innocent a Love. 








Galatea to Triton. 


On ‘fealoufe. 
Written by a Lady. 


Ove is the Land of Hope and Fear, 
| Of Pleafure mix’d with Pain, 
Where, o'er the Heart, foft Foy, and Care, 
Alternate Emptre gain. 
Poffeft of all we can defire, 
Fear mingles with our Foy, 
The Source of all our tender Fire 
Does fttll our Blifs deftroy. 
For Triton’s Charms, that wound my Heart, 
My jealous Mind atarm. 
I fear, alas! th unerring Dart, 
Some other Breaft fbou’d warm. 
I dread the Force of other Eyes 
His an’ rous Soul (bow d move; 
My Happine/s my Fear fupplies, 
Convine’d that he can love. 
My Hopes and his dear Tongue agree, 
To flatter my Defire ; 
But then, alas! warm Fealoufie 


Makes all my Hopes expire. 
I 2 
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Forgive me, Triton, if my Heart 
Thefe anxious Pangs poffefs ; 

Lefs foowd I feel th’ uneafie Smart, 
Cou’d I but love you lefs. 

Exce/s of Love augments my Pains, 
Which when you're by decline : 
To end them quite ftill here remain, 

So long Pm fure yowre mine. 








Damon and Dorinda. 


A Paftoral. 


By 7. E{q; 
HE Shepherd Damon lov?d a Muid, 


As fair as eer was feen ; 
The Glory He of all the Glade, 
And She of all the Green. 
The Sylvan Train with Envy fav 
The lovely Loving Pair ; 
The Swain approach’d the Nymph with Awe, 
The Nymph the Swain with Fear, 
Dorinda fled from his Complaint, 
Afraid to hear his Sighs ; 
And Doubting fhe with Foy fhowd grant 
What fhe with Grief denies. 
She racks her felf to feem fevere ; 
He fees fhe does but feign ; 
For tho when prefent {he’s in Fear, 
When abfent fhe’s in Pain. 
With Foy by fome delicious Stream, 
She liftens to his Lays, 
Still pleas’d to find her felf the Theam 


And flatter’d with his Praife. Nor 
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Nor need he follow far, the Race 
Does ne’er continue long ; | 
She flackens, when he fings, her Pace, 
And learns her Lover's Song. 


o 
“wt 








Bprrocue to Rofamond. 


HE Nymph who oft has been expos’d to View, 
And dy’d each Year at Fair of Bartholmew, 
In thefe our milder Scenes preferv’d alive, 
Does the keen Dagger and the Bowl furvive. 
An Englifh Queen infulting oer the Slain, 
Had look’d incredible in Anna’s Reigz ; 
But fle’s preferv’d in vain, a Foe appears, 
Whom worfe than Elenor the Fatr one fears. 
Lhe Bowl efcapd, {be ftill with trembling Heart 
Reflects on the Italian pois’ning Art : 
Her Safety an Impoftor undermines, ~ 
Who with the Strength of that whole Nation {hines. 
But fure this Aifop-Bird in vain prefumes, 
Ox borrow'd Notes, and Party-colour’d Plumes 
For if beneath the Mottly Dre{s you look, 
Tow ll find the gawdy Fowl an Errant Rook. 


This Epilogue was intended to be fpoken after the Performance of Ro- 
famond, and there is nothing foill-natur’d init, as to have hinder’dit on 
that account. Inournext we fhall have Occafion to fay fomethiny more of 
Opera’s, which are of late fo much the Bufinefs of the Theater; and the 
World will then fee what fome of the greateft Wits of our Age have faid 
onthis Subject, for we are not fo vain as to think we can determine any one 


by our own Judgment for or againft them. 
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ay 





In Imitation of Horace, Ode 5. Book 1; 


Quis multa gracilis te puer in rofa, &c. 


To PYRRHA. _ 
| By Mr. R. Clavering. 


Pyrrha, what young tender Boy Tr: 
Shall thee on rofie Beds enjoy? 
Tell me, O tell me, Charming Fair, 

For whom you fpread your Golden Hair ? 

To whom do you your Charms difplay, 

And all your Beauties naked lay? 

What Youth is to be happy made 

Beneath this grateful pleafant Shade? 

Alas! how will he curfe the Charms, 

That led him Captive inthy Arms ? 

How will he curfe thy broken Vow ? 

And Heav'n that did thy Oaths allow ? 

When he expected ftill to find 





New Foys ix thee to pleafe his Mina, 
And that thou always would’ st be kind. 
When he thought all thy Charms Divine, 
No Beauty and no Truth like thine: 

Not dreaming of a Tempeft, when 

He faw all clear and all ferene : 

O how amaz’d the Wretch will be, 

When by thy Falfhood he fball fee 
A fudden dark tempefiuous Sea? 
Miftaken Fool, who ne'er before, 

Had ventur'd from his native Shore ; 
For Me, who have your Falfbood known, 


My Votive Table foews Ive done : 
That 
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That Dll no more believe thy Smiles, 

Thy Sighs, and Tears, and winning Wiles ; 
But keep my felf fecure afbore, 

And truft hie Winds and Waves no more. 








The Speech of Sarpedon to Glaucus. 


Tranflated, or rather Imitated, from Book XII. of Homer’s Miads. 


By Mr. Motteux. 


Hink, noble Friend, how we're indule’d by Fate, 
By Birth, by Wealth, by Pow’r, ana Function 1 great, 

The Gods, to feaft us, evry Good dijpenfe : 
All Elements pay Tribute to our Senfe. 
Rich Grapes profufely bleed for us alone, 
We with us gen vous Spirzts vatle our own, 
Where Xanthus-Stream our large Polfeffions laves, 
We feem the Gods, and humble Crouds the Slaves. 
Diftinguifo'd thus, f fince we the World controut, 
Let’s bravely claim Preheminence tn Soul ; 
Rafb on the Foe, and ftriding o'er the Slain, 
Mow with our Swords a Paffage through the Blain, 
Thus gazing Throngs to Wonder fall be awd, 
Spight fhall be dumb, and Enz y$ felf app bide / 
See, hall they fay, what Worth from ‘ule |prings, 
Men fit to lead, and worthy to be Kyngs. 
No tdle Monarchs, no luxuytous Drones, 
The State’s Difeafe, or Lumber of their T hrones : 
Refign’d to Sloth, and negligent of Fame, 
Thetr Neighbour’s Scorn, and thetr own Country’s Shame. 
But Princes in the pe ie of Glory nurs'd, 
The birft in Valour, as in Rank the fir ft : 


4 WO, 
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Who, greater yet by Vertue, than by Birth, 

Can juftifie thetr Title by their Worth, 

Princes, who boldly, for the Common Good, 
Wade o'er to Conqueft through the Purple Flood ; 
Zo Groves of Spears oppofe a fingle Shield, 
Exert the Hero, and maintain the Field, 

Oh! Noble Friend, coud we, forfaking Troy, 
For ever fix the Bleffings we enjoy ; | 
If funk in lazy Eafe, ignobly [ure, 

We coud to Life Eternity fecure, 

Who'd court the toyllom Dangers of the War, 

Or urge his Friend undauntedly to dare ? 

Bat fince refiftle{s Fate in ev'ry Place 

With certain Death ends Life’s precarious Race ; 
Since o’er our Heads a thouland Dooms impend, 
Difeafes, Quarrels, or fome bajer End, 

When Honour calls, what Danger can excufe ? 
Tis wife to hazard what we elfe muft lofe. 

Since Life's a Trifle that fo fwiftly flies, 

Let's flake it all at Glory’s tempting Prize. 

What Prince woud live a Scandal to his Birth, 
The Feft of Crouds, and Burden of the Earth, 
Obfcurely great, difbonourably old, 

Dye, ev’n in Fame; and turn to common Mould ? 
Our Stock of Life ts in Heav’n’s Pow’r alone ; 
But all our Glory wholly zs our own. 

Then leave the Gods their ftinted Loan to claim, 
And vival them in an immortal Name. 

Come on, my Friend, lets face fome noble Foe, 

And endlefs Fame or purchafe or beftow. | 
We ne’er can lofe by bravely vent’ ring on ; 
Survive or die, there’s Honour to be won. 


Secret 
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Secret Love. 


A SO NG. - 
By the fame Hand. 


J. 


Love, but fhe alone fhall know, 
Who is her felf my Treafure ; 
Vain Lovers when their Foys they (bow, 
Call Partners to their Pleafure : 
Let empty Beaux the Favour mifs, 
While they wowd have it known, 
That Soul’s too narrow for the Blifs, 


Who can’t enjoy alone. 
IT. 


Then never let my Love be told, 
By way of Modern Toafting, 

The fweeteft Foy, like Fairy Gold, 
Is loft by felfifh Boafting. . 
Too rich to [bew, what I profes, 

My Treafure Pl conceal, 
I may my Pains of Love confe/s, 
But ne’er my Foys reveal, 
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Upon a Scold. 
Being a Parapbrafe on the following Epigram ; 


Juno tonat Lingua, quum fulmine Jupiter inftat ; 
Concutit ille Polum, fed quatit illa Jovem. 


Ove iz vain his Thunder cafts, 
And in vain with Lightning blajts ; 

In vain has all things at Command, 
And holds the Scepter in his Hand. 
What profits his Imperial Sway, 
When he a Woman muft obey? 
His Pow’r by her’s is foon controul d, 
He can but thunder, {be can fcold; 
He rules Olympus with a Nod, 
What then ! The Goddefs rules the God ; 
And if he dares her Will oppofe, 
From Words fhe often comes to Blows ; 
She drives the Thuud’rer from his Throne, 
Pulls down his Empire, and fets up her own. 
Truft me, I would not change my Life, 
To bea Jove, and have his Wife. 
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A Drinking-Song. 
To the Air in the Opera of Arfinoe, beginning, 
‘Wanton Zephyrs, ce. 
By Sic LR. 


Lorious Bumpers always Filling, 
Toafting, Quaffing, never Spilling, 


Far exceed the Foys of Love. 
Tell the Nymph that I admire, 
In full Bowls Pll quench my Firggy. 
Since {he’s deaf to my Defire, 
Roaring, Bowzing, ‘ 
Ne’er refufing, 
A merry Bottle with my Fried, 
Full your Cup, 
Drink it up, 
"Tis the Blifs that ne'er will end. 








A Soldier and a Sailor, &c. 
By Mr. Congreve. 


Put into Latin by R---I---, Efq; 


To the fame Tune. 


Iles, Navigator, 
Sutor & /Hrator, 
-Jamdudum litigabant, 
De Pulcra quam amabant ; 
Cui nomen Joanna, 


Cui, &c. K 


>] 


Jam 
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Jam Tempus confummatum, 

Ex quo determinatum, 

Non vexatam iri 

Pre defiderio Viri ; 
Nec pernoctare folam, 
Nec, &c. 

Miles dejeravit, 

Hanc preda plus amavit, 

Oftendit Cicatrices, 

Quas e{timat foelices, 
Dum vendicavit eam, 
Dum, &c. 

Sutor ait, ne fit dura, 

Mihi longa eft menfura. 

Inf@t Atris Fabricator, 

Ut Olla farciatur, 
Rimaque obitipetur, 
Rimaque, &c. 

Quunr hi tres altercantur, 

Nauta vigilanter, 

Ac callide moratur, 

Dum prelium ordiatur, 
Ut agat f{uam Rem, 
Ut, &c. | 

.» Pertnde.ac fperatur, °°. 

Deinceps compugnatur, 

Et feviente bello, 

Transfixit eam telo, 
Quod vulneravit cor, 


Quod, &c. 


—— 4 


F. have hitherto kept to our firft Refolution, to Print no publick nor 

W private Scandal; and fhall keep it always, out of Deteitaiioa co 
fuch bafe Practices ; which we have feen fucceed foil] withothers, who, 
while they attempted to injure the Reputation of others, have loft cheir 
own, and been reduc’d tothat Contempt into which they endeavour’4 to 
bring thofe they injur’d. True Satyr is of another Character, which as 
long 
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long as it Maintatns, it can never doan Injury. And, as we declar’d in 
our fir? Mercury, we fhall be always ready to Print any thing of that Na- 
ture that’s general and diftreet. The following Paper of Verfesisfar from 
being faty:ical, and we refpe& the Perfons ot all the Gentlemen menti- 
on’d in it too much, to have publifh’d it, had itbeenof thatkind. ’Tisa 
Burlefque Imitation of an Oce of Horace, very humerous, and very inoffen- 
five, and what has not at all leflen’d the good Correfpondence among the 
Parties concern’d, 


The Reconcilement. 


Hor. Lzb.3. Ode 9g Donec gratus eram, Gre. 
By NV. R. Efq; 


Ton. VV Hile at my Houfe in Fleet{treet once you Lay, 
How merrily, dear Sir, Time paft away ; 
While I partook your Wine, your Wit, and Mirth, 
I was the happicft Creature on God’s Yearth. 
Con. While in your early Days of Reputation, 
You for blew Garters had not fuch a Paffion; 
While yet you did not ufe (as now your Trade is) 
lo drink with noble Lords, and toaft their Ladies ; 
Thou Jacob Ton---- wert to my conceiving 
The chearfullejt, beft, honeft Fellow living. 
Ton. Pm in with Capt, V-----g at the prefent, 
A moft {weet-hearted Gentleman, and pleafant ; 
He writes your Comedies, draws Schemes and Models, 
And builds Dukes Houfes upon very odd Hills ; 
For him, fo much I doat on him, that I, 
If I were jure to goto Heaven, wou'd die. 
Con. T----le anxd Del----l, ave xow my Party, 
Men that ave tam Mercurio, both quam Marte ; 
And tho for them I fhalljcarce go to Heaven, 
Te: I can drink with them fix Nights in feven. 
Ton. What tf from Van's dear Arms I foow'd retire, 
And once more warm my Bunnians at your Fire ; 


if 
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If I to Bowltreet fhou"s :avize you home, 

And fet.a Bed up tnmy dining Room, 

Tell me, dear Mr. Cong---- woud you come ? 
Con. Tho the gay Sailor, and the gentle Kpight, 
Were ten times more my foy agd Heart's Delight ; 
Tho civil Perfons they, you ruder were, . 
And had more Humours than a dancing Bear. 
Yet.for your fake la bid ’em both Adieu, 
And live and die, dearCob! with only you. 


eee 








Uf tne New Upera’s and Plays. 


HE prefent Humour is fo much for Opera’s, that the Stage has been troubled 

with fewer new Plays this Wiiter, than we have feen in one Seafon, fince the 
two Houfes were divided. Whether the Town hag got or loft by it, let others judge: 
But. as indifferent as our new Plays us’d.to be, they were fo reafonable a Diverfion, 
that they pleas’d longer than the Opera’s are likely to do. If Plays were bad, 
‘twas, Chiefly becaufe there was but a bad Price paid for them, and the Poets cou’d not 
be at the Expence of much Thought, at the Rate their Poems went off at. Half the 
Encouragement given to them, which has been given to fuch as are concern’d in the 
Performance of Opera’s, wou’d have produc’d Plays that fhou’d always have pleas’d. 
For we have no Reafon to doubt, but there are Genius’s now living, who are quali- 
fy’d to fucceed as well as their Predeceflors : And by Succeed, we do not mean to 
Take, but to Deferve. | ’ 

Mr. Smith’s Phedraand Hippolitus will be play’d about the Middle of Apri]: And 
tho that Gentlemah’s Friends have perhaps-done hi Jutiice only, in the kind Things 
they have faid of» his Tragedy 5.yet the raifing the Expectation of the Audience {o 
much, before ’tis adied, is very dangerous. If the Play anfwers, it will be a Service 
tothe Drama, as well as to the Author. We don't hear of any other Play of Note 
that will be reprefented this Seafon 3 and cannot hope for many more the next, unlefs 
the Poets are encourag’d a little, as wellasthe Singers, Dancers, &¢c. 

We have been in an Errour, with many others, as to Mr. Hidaker’s being the Mae 
fter who manag’d the Mufick of Thomyris. It teems he onty made Choice of the 
Airs; and Mr. Motteux put. the Words tothem. They are alimoft all taken from 
Scarlati and Buononcini, and Englifh Words adapted to them: But forthe fake of the 
Eunuch, Signior V’alentino’s Voice, his Part was iung in Italian always, becaufe he 
did not underiiand Englifh, and there was not much loft by it: For the Italian manner 
of Singing is fuch, that few of the Audience wou’d have known the Words, had they 
been fung in Englith. However this Novelty has given occafion to fome Criticks to 
make themifelves merry with things, which have been adimir’d by fo many fine Audi- 
ences. Great Allowances fhou’d indeed be-made the Poet, who was to find out 
Words for fuch Variety of Airs; and fuch Airs as are not, they fay, to be match’d 
by the Italians themfelves. Now we know the beit they can do, I hope we fhuil be 
facisfy’d, and tot think all the Pleafure of the Theater confind to that of Rome. 
The Recitativo’s, the Ritornells, and the other Mufick of this Opera, was compos’d by 
Mr. Petufch; and the Subfcribers have given as much Encouragement to it, as wou’d 
have furnifh’d the Town for a whole Winter, with as.good Tragedies and Comedies 
as they have feen thefe twenty Years. But we cannot fay, that even in this Cafe the 
Paet has been confider’d fo much as one of the Voices may expect, before the firft Run 
of the Opera is over. 

FINTIS. 

















